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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Got H.R.H. safely off to Balmoral—or, rather, 
started him. Couldn’t go with him, as I had to hurry over to Crete 
to see that Admiral Noel had a free hand to go his own proper and 
sensible way to work over the thing. Turks jolly innocent, of 
course. Hadn’t heard of any attack on the British—wouldn’t do 
such a thing—quite shocked at the accusation. Greatly pained at 
the suspicion, and would gladly give up ringleaders if there were 
any —and ‘‘ please don’t shoot, Admiral Noel, we’ll climb down.”’ 


THE TURKS. 
What! Mussulmans kill British tars! 
And loot and pillage ruthlessly ! 
Oh, Allah, help us! Oh, our stars! 
How can men speak so truthlessly! 
What! Give ringleaders up? Disarm ? 
Or on us you'll rain sorrow ? 
Of course, we will—we meant no harm— 
But won’t it do to-morrow? 


Had to come back without actually settling the affair-—left it in 
good hands, however—to take Her Most Gracious to see Princess 
Aribert at Mar Lodge. Then saw Colonel Hay off at Euston, and 
afterwards closed the British Association meetings at Bristol. 


Thursday.—Went to giggle at the Legitimatist Club (repre- 
sented by dapper young gentleman) lay a wreath at the 
foot of James II. statue. Should think James II. would 
now be happy. Attended the obsequies of United Ireland. Started 
the fasting woman at the Aquarium. Saw H.R.H. comfortably 
settled at Balmoral, then went over to Crete and saw a few Bashi 
Bazouks handed over to the Admiral. Not the right kind at all 
I ‘ould hardly help laughing. You must do better than that, M: 
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got—have been higher, though. Had an hour or two with the Duke 
of Connaught at Moulins, then went and had a look at Vesuvius. 

Friday.—Tramway horsekeepers have caught the strike fever, now. 
Don’t use trams myself, so don’t care. Sorry for those who do, 
though. Brought the Duke and Duchess of York to town with the 
young prince; had another look at Versuvius (getting livelier 
every minute), and went to see the Spanish soldiers arrive home. 
General Toral stoned. That’s the way ; always treat your heroes well! 
Sent Mr. Stead round the continent to sound the Powers on the 
Czar’s peace proposals. Hope he'll enjoy himself! 

BUSINESS AND PLEASURE. 
Oh, Mister Stead has packed his traps, 
And donned his tourist clothes, 
Consulting with important chaps 
A-journeying he goes. 
And as he visits State by State 
He'll score I dare to say— 
He's sure to have, at any rate, 
A pleasant holiday. 

Saturday.—Ran over to Manila—strike fever got among the 
cigar makers, now! Got Pease in for Darlington with honour, 
Went over to the inauguration ceremony of the new harbour at 
Calais and had a real good time, then back to the Bakers’ 
Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall. 

Monday.—Had a long conversation with the young Emperor of 
China. Really an intelligent young fellow. At my instance he 
issued several very useful edicts—perhaps some of them will be 
carried out—you never know! Opened the Band of Hope Con- 
ference at Birmingham. Then went down to the coast and saw 
the Maid of Kent beat the Australian Irex ‘‘ by the skin of its 
teeth,’’ and ‘‘ while I was about it’ hada look at the Folkestone 
and the Pegwell Bay Regattas. 

Tuesday — Russia, France, Spain, Belgium, and Holland condoled 
with Li Hung Chang this afternoon—a nasty one for Britain 
Britain curled up real small, of course! Saw the new Queen of 
Holland open the Estates General—showed her how to do it, in fact. 
Heard the Spaniards are preparing to give Admiral Cervera beans. 
That’s the style—if you can’t lick your foes, you cam lick your 
generals. 

TO SPAIN. 

When your tinpot ships are blown to bits, 
And your starving soldiers fail ; 

And the sturdy foeman gives you fits 
Till your ill-clad troops turn tail. 

If you can’t beat your foes in the open field 
When the battle is over and done, 

And your enemies’ leaders have made you yield, 
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Heat Wave. 


(s9deg. in the shade; 10 a.m., Sep- 
tember 17th.) 

Jack (bank clerk on stool). — “ That 
lucky beggar Binks manages to get to the 
seaside every day.” 

Tom pa situated). — *‘ Non- 
sense! He has had his holiday.” 

Jack (with emphasis).—“ He is en- 
gaged to Miss Bourne, and goes to see 





her in the evening.” 
Tom (surprised). — ‘‘ That’s so; but 
the girl lives in Kensington.” | 
Jack (grinning).—“‘ Well, let’s say he | | 
gets to Bournemouth every evening!” 




















Artful. 


fene.—‘* Have you gota tough goose?” 
Poulterer (surprisedly).—‘*A tough 
goose, sir? No, I haven’t such a thing 
in my shop.” 
Kene.—*‘ Then I think I’ll venture to 
purchase a goose.”’ 











Like a Top. 


Mike.—*‘ The top av the mornin’ to yez, 
Pat.” 

Pat (muddled).—“ Shure, Oi’ve got it, 
me bhoy;. me head’s goin’ round some- 
thin’ awful! ’ 








Quarter Day. 


Mr. Hardup (to servant).— Bridget, 
if I should be in when the landlord calls, 
say I’m out.” 

Bridget.—*‘ Yis, sorr. An’I s’pose if 
yez are out whin he calls, Oi’m to say 
yez are in, sorr?” 








—— 


Lines for a Lady’s Album. 
Mr. Ricut anp Mr. WRONG. 


WHEN Mr. Right shall call one night 
To know my father’s mind, oh! 

My father’s ‘‘ Yes,” and my first kiss, 
What joy in this to find, oh! 


For Mr. Wrong oft comes along, 
With stumbling awkward gait, oh! 

No charming face, no inward grace, 
I could not with him mate, oh! 
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Woman-Like. 
First Miss.—* Do you like to see red 
hair?” 
Second Ditto.—‘t*I do when it’s on'a 
rival’s head! ”’ 
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’em feel my arms!” 
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DE-FEET-ED—NEVER |! 
Relic of 21st Lancer.—“ Yes, sir; the Dervishes hacked off my legs, but I let 








The Haunted Bathing Machine. 


“GornG to have a swim to-day, sir?” 

“No, I don’t think so. It’s getting rather late for bathing.” 

The old man shifted a pair of towels from one arm to the other; 
@ grin flickered across his sunburnt features as he cocked his eye at 
the group of young men idly throwing pebbles into the sea, and he 
went on confidentially : ‘‘ Some people likes bathing right up to the 
first frost—ladies, too, some of ’em. Why, there’s that poor gal 
that committed suicide in No. 19 machine, she went in reg’lar 
after all the gents had give it up.”’ 

“What's that about a suicide?” asked one of the idlers. “I 
never heard of it before.”’ . 

“No, sir, it was kep’ as quiet as possible. Ah, dear me! it was 
& terrible business. Nobody seemed to know quite why she done 
it, but she come down here on the 19th of September, three years 
ago—that was her second season here—and she got into that there 
machine, and undressed herself, and then took poison; and they 
‘ound her lying dead on the floor without a rag on her. Well, 


— ee 


gentlemen, I don’t want to say nothing against the r gal, but 
she done me an awful bad turn. Her ghost haunted that machine 
so constant, and frightened so many ladies, that “ro sh 
6 ee oO Sy Se aa at eo 
— o. 19 over to the gentlemen’s side; and, if 
ou’ll believe me, she haunts it worse than ever. If you was to 
the from that machine this minute, I don’t mind betting you’d 
see her ghost, looking as solid as life, coming up out of sea 
without a stitch of clothing on her. It’s a fact, gentlemen.” 
“Here,” said one of the youths, “I think I'll go in, after all. 
Trot out the haunted machine!” 
Curiously enough, there was a wonderful rush for No. 19 up to 
the very end of the season. 











A Pat Answer. 


Gentleman.—“ How long will the next train be?” 
Irish Porter.—* Tin carriages and an ingin, sorr!”’ 
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BoandsS !!" 


Noblesse Oblige p Or ] ! all make a naval stir 


And blow the wretched show uy 


AN OBLIGATO CRESCENDO, Your brutal ways I cannot stand, 
ARRANGED FOR TWO VOICES All honest men must hate ’em ! 
ApwrraL Jonn Bui: 1, therefore, plead not but command ; 


} 


Sree, here, my friend, this will not do, 
You'll really have to stop it 
I'm bound to see my Tommies through, 
So now you ve got to drop it. SULTAN (horrified): 
I'm here to guard this wretched Cret \ 
Against a native rising : 
My Tommics you must not ill-treat, 
Or I shall back them with the Fleet ! 
SULTAN (jeeringly) :— 
Oh, really ? How surprising ! 
JoHN Buti :— 
The natives here you must disarm, 
And give their arms up too, Sir! 
\ constant state of wild alarm 
Out here will never do, Sir! 
You'll do al] this without delay, 
Of that pray be admonished — JoHN BULL:— 
x u'll find your ‘ riental way Ah ! That won't do for me, Sir! 
With naval men will never pay ! 


And 't With pleasurt that I hand 


(Hands paper.) 


Oh, dear! An Ultimatum ! 


SULTAN (cringing): 
Kind gentleman, you won't be bard 
Upon this humble person, 
Whose good intentions Fate has barred, 
Whose head must have a curse on. 
The Concert I will interview 
And then—well, then we'll see, Sir— 
And if the Powers agree with you, 
As very likely they will do 
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Siu ‘Oh, George, I fear you have no poetic instinct! Have you never had a fervent, though unexpressed, wish or aspiration ?”’ 


He.-—** Oh, yes, 1 had, though, only a few minutes ago! I expressed it, don't y’ know, and feel twenty per cent. better already— aspired 


But more, I fear, I cannot do, 
T were fatal to do more, Si! 
In fact, good Sir, ’twixt me and you, 


= “etea nei 
I dare not— really, Sir, that’s true 


JOHN BULL: 

Just so! Well, that means war, Sir 
SULTAN :-— 

Won't do? Well, then, suppose we say 
I disarm the civilians— 

Though, if I take their arms away, 
‘Twill wound my Turkish millions. 
But give their arms up? well, you know, 
‘Twould give me satisfaction, 
But to that length I cannot go— 


' 


1 think to that I must say no! 


JOHN BULL: 
All right! I'll clear for action ! 
SULTAN (abjectly) :- 

Stay, stay, good gentleman, pray stay! 

I'll give those arms up gladly— 
I really don’t know what I say, 

feel so very sadly. 

The Concert always lets me play 

The game of hanky-panky 


1 seem anxious for the fray 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 


THE IMPERTURBABLE PROGRESSIVENESS OF THE 
SPHINX. 
There were rumours of dlsasters and the deuce there was to pay, 
When the Sphinz, with Bool to back her up, got fairly under weigh— 


And many puissant animals were foaming at the mouth 
When they heard that Bool and Bphinz were both descending on the South. 


It Ali wept, and trembled for the safety of the pair, 

Who went to beard the Abyssinnian lion in his lair ; 

But Hungri didn’t say a word, for fear he might regret it, 

Though hts look implied that he sincerely wished that they might get it. 


Poor Puff Tupp gave his bleasing—hoping not to give offence— 
And he gave it in a telegram, and Himmeled the expense ; 

He wished to patch a peace up did that high falutin prince, 
For he wired once, and he has been on wires ever since. 


Old Bowskt took an olive branch and made himself a wreath, 
And presented Judah's Lion with a brand new set of teeth ; 
While Franki put on lots of side, and took a solemn stand 
Ata place some called Fashoda, and some called a Hinterland, 


The Dervish dogs came howling, madly eager for the fray— 

But the Sphinz emiled on them blandly as she mowed them down like hay ; 
Then Judah's Lion laid him low, his angry roaring ceased, 

For the Sphinz, with Bool behind her, 1s an awkward kind of beast, 


So smiling ever blandly in her old Eqyptian way, 

She proceeded all wha thwarted her decisively to slay. 

Nor stayed for Judah's Lion, Russia's Bear, or France's Ape, 
TUl all knew her destination was undoubtedly the Cape! 


Tue Sphinx was undoubtedly a Progressive. It had been said 
that she was a Moderate, and even a Reactionary, but she pro- 
gressed in spite of everything; and “Honest John,” LBool’s 
doctrinaire Jackal, who never secured a square meal for his master 
in bis life, but had good intentions, was very grieved. On the other 
hand, Jo, the practical Jackal, who surfeited Bool with food, and 
some of it rather indigestible, was simply delighted with her. 

As has been said before, when the Sphinx first started no one 
knew whither she was going. She didn’t know, and Bool said he 
didn't know; Franki wanted to know very badly, Bowski had his 
suspicions, and so had Puff Tupp; Hungri and It Ali were 
indifferent and didn’t want to know. Anyway she went and Bool 
went with her. Franki got quite nasty about it, and kept on 
“wanting to know, you know,” till at last Bool, using a Shake- 
sperian objuration, told him to ‘Go to!" Franki, not under- 
standing the language well, decided to ‘“‘go too,” which was a 
different thing, and not what Bool intended. So wherever the 
Sphinx might go Franki decided to be there first. Bowski, on the 
other hand, kept a sharp eye on Bool, and cultivated friendly 
relations with a mangy old quadruped, who called himself the Lion 
of Judah, but was generully understood to be merely a wild ass with 
leonine aspirations. 

Meanwhile Bool and the Sphinx had gone down south with their 
paws round each others necks, chuckling to themselves and winking 
facetiously. From time to time the dogs of the desert, who are 
called Dervishes, came out to oppose their advance, and from time to 
time it was clearly proved that no number of living dogs are equal 
to one live Sphinx assisted by a far from moribund old Lion. When 
at last they arrived at the conclusion that their way was clear before 
them, news arrived that Franki had taken upan absolutely untenable 
position right in their path. While a little further on Bowski was 
understood to be urgently shoving the Lion of Judah into a fighting 
attitude. 

‘* Really,” exclaimed Bool, angrily. ‘ Really—you know—dash 
it all—I shall have something to say -—”’ 

‘* You'll pardon,” murmured the Sphinx, “ but I shall really feel 
obliged if you will say nothing until this little matter has been 
seen through. After that-—-say what you like.” 

‘* Well, I don’t know but that you're right,” cried Bool. “ You 
always were a deucedly discreet, not to say an inscrutably secretive, 
old quadruped, and I must say you've managed the thing jolly 
well, so far, dashed if you haven't. But if that adjective dual 
alliance over there thinks I’m going to put up ——” 

‘‘Pardon me, again,” said the Sphinx; “ but ain't you a little 
hasty? Has it never struck you that perbaps Franki has merely 
gone up there to prepare rooms for us? Eh!" and the Sphinx 
smiled its old familiar smile of infinite meaning. 

‘Then, what do you propose to do?” queried Bool. 

‘* Oh,” replied the Sphinx, “if you ask me, what I suggest is this. 
We will go quietly up to Franki, and politely, very politely, you 
know, explain to him that the climate about here is beastly 
unhealthy, and advise him, strongly advise him, to go home.” 

“I see the idea,”’ chuckled Bool, *‘ capital idea itis, too. But— 
er— supposing, you know, only supposing, he won't go home till— 
er—morning, don’t you know, and then supposing he doesn’t go 
home? Eh? What then?” 

“Oh,” murmured the Sphinx, “don’t let us supy ' 

easant, but, of course, if that did pp yell, really and 


the Sphinx smiled such an « x pressive 
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is, felt his blood run cold. So they walked on. They hadn’t gone 
very far before they met Franki. 

‘““Ah!” said Franki, with feigned surprise; ‘‘ fancy meeting 

you!” 
pe What the blazes,”’ yelled Bool, “‘do you mean ——?” 

‘Ssh!’ whispered the Sphinx as she clapped a paw upon Bool’s 
mouth ; “‘ no violence, I beg.” Then, turning to Franki and raising 
her helmet politely, she exclaimed, ‘‘ Mr. Stanley, I presume?” _ 

“Stanley?” chattered Franki; ‘‘I—really—no, I’m Franki, 
that’s who I am.” 

“Thank heaven!” shouted the Sphinx, melodramatically. 
“Thank heaven! Then you are not dead?” 

“No!” cried Franki, shuddering ; “ no, I am not dead.” 

‘‘ Bool,”’ sobbed the Sphinx, “we arein time. He is not dead. 
We have saved him!” and she burst into a paroxysm of weeping. 

Franki looked from one to the other as if asking for an explana- 
tion. 

“Ah,” said the Sphinx, recovering herself. ‘‘ You don’t under- 
stand. This climate is very unhealthy—very-—-even the Dervish 
dogs die by the thousand, aye, and by the ten thousand. So when 
we heard you were here, I said to Bool, ‘We must save him, we 
must send him home before he is attacked !’”’ 

“ But I assure you,” said Franki, ‘‘ I intended to remain.” 

“ Ah,” retorted the Sphinx, ‘‘so did the Dervish dogs, didn’t they, 

3001? No, no, Franki, you really mustn’t remain. We owe a duty 
to ourselves to see that you don’t remain. And in the sacred cause 
of duty—eh, Bool?” 

“ What ho!” chuckled Bool. And then——but that is another 
story. 











Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. ForBes RoBeRTSON presented Shakespeare’s tragedy Macbeth 
at the Lyceum on the 17th inst. His impersonation of the 
principal character was in no way disappointing. There was the 
rugged soldier in all his simple grandeur, eager enough in his single- 
mindedness of purpose, nurtured with the promptings of ambition 
in no way unreasonable. But the Lady Macbeth of Mrs. Patrick 
Campbell changes all that. She is unscrupulously ambitious, and 
cares not by what means she achieves her desires; she shows the 
way to Macbeth, who is horrified and yet amazed at her planning; 
he reluctantly yields to her subtle pleading, only to ultimately 
loathe his very existence, so deep in wickedness does he wade. Mr. 
Bernard Gould’s Banquo was remarkably conspicuous for breadth 
of treatment. The point of enthusiasm was reached when Mr. 
Robert Taber as Macduff declaimed his thirst for vengeance 
against Macbeth in splendid style and faultless elocution. 

The Malcolm of Mr. Martin Harvey was manly. The three 
witches were decidedly uncanny. The scenes in which they 
appeared were excellently managed. The scenery in generalis very 
beautiful ; the costumes are in keeping with the period; and the 
combats are arranged with due regard to stage exigencies. We are 
not surprised at the German Emperor’s approval of Mr. Forbes 
Robertson’s Macbeth, and can credit the reception his acting gained 
in Germany. His voice seems to have augmented its beautiful 
sonorousness, so robust and vigorous were his utterances. The per- 
formance, in its entirety, was an unqualified success. Mr. Forbes 
Robertson has clipped the text with no sparing hand, and without 
robbing the tragedy of any of its conspicuous merits. The first act, 
consisting of seven scenes, is got through in 50 minutes, and the 
entire performance is accomplished in three hours, including 
intervals absorbing some 34 minutes. A notable feature with the 
Lyceum performances is that time is well regarded, a point that 
might be imitated at other London theatres without detriment. 


At the Alexandra Palace on Saturday last about 55,000 people 
gathered on the occasion of the benefit of Messrs. James Pain and 
Sons, when a very large programme was got through. 

A concert was given in the Central Hall, followed by an assault- 
at-arms, Hardy, the American wire-rope walker, balloon ascent and 
parachute descent under the direction of Mons. August E. Gaudron, 
assisted by Alma Beaumont. MHardy’s performances were very 
clever, his greatest feat being his walk along the wire blindfolded 
and enveloped in a sack. 

Messrs. Pain’s three firework displays were a source of wonder 
and delight to the large audience. 

The daylight fireworks were very amusing, consisting as they did 
of huge shells, which, upon attaining a certain altitude, burst and 
discharged a curious assortment of figures of men, women, animals, 
etc., in most vivid colours. 

In the evening the Destruction of Pompei y the erupt 


is was followed by a bri nt assort 
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At 9 o’clock an even more brilliant display was given. It started 
with a balloon ascent, carrying an enormous patriotic inscription 
i «Gordon Avenged,” which was received with loud applause by the 
i delighted spectators. This was followed by a set piece, in three 

i tableaux, representing scenes from the recent advance on Omdurman 
and Khartoum—the fight, gunboat action on the Nile, the victory, 
and included portraits of Gordon and the Sirdar. 

The erial fireworks were most magnificent, thousands of rockets 
and shells being sent up, and many novelties displayed. 


a - 





The music provided by the bands of the Royal Horse Guards 
Blue, the Pipers of the Scotch Fusiliers, and the Drum and Fife 
Band of the Beidsioesnn Guards was of the best. 


Madame Tussaud have just placed two additional portrait models 
amongst their famous collection. One is M. Louis Be Rougemont, 
who made such astounding revelations at the British Association's 
recent meeting at Bristol; the other is Captain Dreyfus, the victim 
of that scandalous farce called Justice, which has been so prominent 
amongst French officials during the currency of this cause celébre. 
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/‘“On Things in General.” ns 
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} Ar the time of ritin’, the ‘‘ Marchand 





Mystery,” as it is now called, ain’t solved 
yet; but I s’pose it will be afore long. 
j I must say scarcely a week passes but 
wot somethink ’appens that, accordin’ 
to the newspapers, is goin’ to plunge us 
into war with some country or othur, 
but, like the timid gal standin’ on the 
bathin’ machine steps, we’re a preshus 
long time takin’ that plunge—a good 
thing, too. 


There’s an ice famine in Liverpool, an’ 
also in Marseilles, wich news is but 
: ‘cold comfort” this ’ot weather; not 
| that I go in for ice; ice an’ me ’ave, so 
to speak, ‘‘fallen out’? ever since one 
winter wen I was standin’ on some an’ 
fell in. 


The latest is, that the Emperor of | | A SAA) 

China is goin’ in for ‘* Western ideas.” | : 
All I can say is, unless ’e takes to ridin’ 
a bisikle, ’e won’t be“ in it’’; but, there, 
I ’xpect ’e’ll “‘tumble”’ tothat. Jokin’ 
aside, China ‘‘ might be improved upon,”’ 
as the man said of his ugly wife. 








nee as eS at ane: See tratntneancetins. aint 


Seventy-three deaths from usin’ low- 

flash oil in Great Britain this year is wot | 

I reads. Let’s ’ope that some member SS 
will be seized with a flash of intelligence | ‘S H 
suffishent to cause ’im to introdoose | y\ { 
; a Bill next sessions to put a stop to the | \ 

sale of this murderus stuff. I must say, | = 
some people are very kareless over SSS 
lamps ; for instance, to throw a lighted Za 
lamp at anyone—wich is often done—is 
| about as good a way as any to get out of fl PD” ~ >» NV 
the wurld by express train. : uf \\ 
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‘We ort to ’ave a cheap loaf next / 
winter; the wheat ’arvest has been first- | y) SS 
class, wich sertainly don't “‘ goagainst the y J y/ 

‘By Ay 
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grain ’’; in fact, it is a grain, or rather, 7 
a good many grains, of comfort for pore Vj /, 
folks to hear. The hay-crop is also Yi 
‘eavy. Pursonally, I don’t ’eat much oa : 
hay—of corse, this is only my “ chaff ’’— IY 
but a horse woudn’t say neigh to it— fy 
hey ? , 
Wot a fearful hurricane in the West | 
Indies! The Lord Mayor ’as hopened a 
fund for the relief of the sufferers, an’ 
now it only remains for the publick to 


sure they will do, for, thank ’eaving! 
“CHARITY” is writ in large letters on 
ev ry true British breast. AN ; 








The Tramway Strike. 


Tus strike will make no end of us 
Wish str ngly we could ‘“‘damp”’ it, 


wy -_ 


arty 


%. ; 
‘ nor | 
yy ie Dn 9 








hopen their ’earts an’ purses, wich 1am | Ka 
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A Waste of Words. | ' 


Apropos of a certain notorious correspondence. } 

















| Wira a daring hand and certain 
| They are lifting up the curtain 
On a drama which no married man can shirk ; 
And the game is so exciting 
All our lady friends are writing 
To tell us plainly whether wives should work. 


Ah, what literary vigour 
Seizes each accustomed figure 
To help a paper through the silly season ; 
Thus the “‘ wife of ten years’ standing 
Tells you in a voice commanding 
That she holds a strict monopoly of reason ! 
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Next her friend and natural cousin, 
Who is ‘‘ Mother of a Dozen,” 
Is constrained her cheapest sentiments to utter ; 
Then “ Emancipated”’ flings 
Haughty scorn at wedding rings, 
3ut sweet ‘‘ Fiancée’s’ views are soft as butter 





Others scribble words at random 
So that none can understand ’em, 
And the Editor cheap copy now is gleaning— 
3ut if wives waste time like this, 
There’s an end of wedded bliss, 
And homes will suffer much from want of cleaning ! 


———— 








Quid Pro Quo. 
‘The Rev. C. P. Edwards—‘‘ the fighting parson’’—has been | 
presented by the police of the “‘M ” Division with a solid silver tea | 


and coffee service in appreciation of the help he has given them | 
during his four years’ curacy of St. Saviour’s. } 
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Tue members of the Southwark corps | 
| Of ‘‘cops’”’ have cause for gratitude 

To him who, though the cloth he wore, 
Ne’er failed to strike an attitude 

| Which would not have disgraced a Burge, 
And use his fists judiciously, 

When Borough roughs did sway and surge 
| Around their victims viciously ! 





In metaphor there's little need | 





- ad To name the bold ** Church militant,” 
Te | While mighty men of word and deed 














FOR WHEEL OR FOR WOE. | Wor, cede Gane Gente sail 
The Slim One (to the Stout One).—‘‘I say, Auntie, you'll soon | We cannot judge those men amiss 
| have to go back to the old-fashioned fowr-wheeler; it'll be more | Who, both with mouth and muscle fight 
—, your figure if you don't use Amiral Soap to reduce your Religion’s ruthless enemies. 
weight. 
_# ~ J e The Fighting Curate (though a crowd 
— Of curs still jeer him crustily) 
Enticing. Has oft had deep respect averred 
A rat man in a show has lost a little flesh lately, which precludes By those he’s trounced most lustily. 
him from following his legitimate occupation ; but he still gets a fair And the stalwarts of Division “‘M”’ 
living by airing himself on the steps of a certain seaside boarding- A fitting tribute rendered him, 
house for about a couple of hours daily, as an ‘‘ outward visible | When, for solid service given to them, 
sign" of the good fare to be had within. | They a solid service tendered him! 








A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Cozenge, most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HZEMORRHOIDS, 
BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. | 


7. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, S.E.; ANDO SOLO BY ALL CHEMISTS. 

















